FROM "THE BOOK LE GRANDJ
HEINE : " REISEBILDER ", 1826
(Translated by Francis Storr, 1887 )
THE town of Diisseldorf is very beautiful, and if you
think of it when far away, and happen to have been
born there, if'affects you strangely. I was born there,
and the very name sets me longing to go home, When
I say home, I mean the Bolkerstrasse, and the house
where I was born. This house will some day be famous,
and I have told the old woman who owns it, as she
values her life not to sell it, The whole house would
hardly fetch as much now as the.tips which green-
veiled English ladies of quality will give to the house-
keeper, who shows them the room where I first saw the
light, and the henhouse where my father used to lock
me up for stealing grapes, and the barn-door on which
tny '.-.mother taught me to write my letters with chalk.
Heavens ! Madame, if I turn out a famous writer it cost
my poor mother trouble enough to make me one.
But at present my fame is still sleeping in the
marble quarries of Carrara. The laurel wreath of scrib-
bling paper with which they have crowned my brows
has not yet spread its perfume over the universe, and
when green-veiled English ladies visit Diisseldorf, they'
pass by the famous house and go straight to the market-
place to look at the colossal black equestrian statue